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smoking-roo- m and put to the test the
nerve-soothin- g properties of a good
cigar. What an escape! He hated a
scene in public, and that his wife evi-
dently sought Here at least he would
be safe, for no one knew where he was
stopping. As long as he kept well hid
his privacy would not be invaded, un-
less, indeed (perish the thought!), his
wife sought in turn every hotel in
Hastings.

That evening Pelgrove made himself
fairly content with illustrated papers.
Next morning the sun rose in a cloud

Find a Fourth 3Utn.

A Alan, who gave himself out for a Wizard and Fortune-Telle- r,

used to stand in the market place and pretend to cast nativities, give
information as to missing property and other matters of like kind. One
day, while he was busy plying his trade, a waggish fellow broke through
the crowd and, gasping as if for the want of breath, told him that his
house was in flames and must shortly be burnt to the ground. Off ran
the Wizard at the news as fast as his legs could carry him, while the
Wag and the crowd of other people followed at his heels. The house, it
seems, was not on fire at all and the Wag asked him, amid the jeers of
the people, how it was that he who was so clever at telling other people's
fortunes, should know so little of his own.

Moral We had best become masters of our own affairs before we attempt to ad-ri-

others of theirs.

HE KNEW HOW TO FIGHT.

"Upstairs In her room, sir. She'll
be down directly."

He placed hat and papers on the hat-stan- d.

Never had he entered his house
with such a peculiar feeling before. It
was as though he had no right there,
and the next; moment would see him
violently ejected into the street

He passed into the dining-roo- m and
was fishing under the sofa for his slip-
pers when his wife entered. Ha
screwed up courage to look her in the
face. Its expression confirmed his
worst fears.

"Your're hose," she laconically re-

marked.
"Yes. Things all gone well, Mary?"
"Not at all! Are you ready for din-

ner?"
"When I've found my other slipper."
"You're late," continued Mrs. Pel-

grove. "Dinner's been kept back a
quarter of an hour, and you know how
cross it makes cook. I have something
serious to say to yon after It"

Personally, Matthew would have
preferred having the matter out before
the meal; it would act like a night-
mare on his digestion. But he sat
obediently up to the table and feigned
interest in the viands, maintaining for
appearance sake when the servant was
present a flow of small talk, to which
his wife shortly replied.

The meal ended and, folding up her
serviette, Mrs. Pelgrove planted her
elbows on the table. Her husband
recognized the omen and trembled.

"Had a successful little trip, Mat-

thew?"
"Yes, very thak you!"
"You don't seem up to the mark to-

night."
"A trifling headache. Traveling, you

know, does shake one up a bit That
reminds me. I've left my portmanteau
at the office."

She made no comment. Matthew
played with a salt-spoo- n. He could
not possibly meet her gaze.

"I've been dreadfully put out, Mat-
thew. I discovered on Saturday oh,
it's too awful to speak about"

The blow was coming, and Pelgrove
turned hot all over. Mary was clearly
holding herself in. In a moment the
storm would break in all its violence,
and a poor man who had done wrong
and knew it would go down before the
blast.

"I was sitting at this window quiet-
ly sewing on Saturday morning, when
an open fly drove by. Mr. and Mrs.
Neeelham Smith were in it, and the
coachman had a pile of luggage beside
him. But what do you think Mrs.
Smith had on her head?"

"I'm sure I don't know," replied
Matthew, puzzled, yet relieved. "Some-
thing absurd, I suppose. A yachting
cap?"

"No, Matthew; worse than that!
Just think of the horror of it! A hat
the precise image of my new one.
Wasn't it a shock for me?"

Pelgrove saw daylight struggling
through.

"Really!" he exclaimed, excitedly.
"Where were they going?"

"I didn't know at the time, but the
grocer's man told me afterwards.
They were off to spend a week at
Hastings. Why, Matthew, what is the
matter with you?"

"Nothing nothing. I was just think-
ing what a burning shame about that
hat. Mrs. Needham Smith has copied
it, I suppose. Now I remember, she
had hair much the same color as
yours, and thought perhaps it might
suit her."

"It doesn't, Matthew. She looks ab-
solutely hideous in it Oh, it's a scan-
dal! I've not stirred from the house
since; I was so upset. I shall never
speak to that woman again. You are
net laughing?"

"Rather not! I'm just as put out as
you, Mary. When I've bought you a
nice thing, it's too bad to find it imi-
tated. What a pity for you women
there isn't a law of copyright in hats!"

He felt like a school-bo- y again. So
it was Mrs. Needham Smith who had
given him the fright at Hastings,
and she - and her husband had
been his visitors at the hotel. Now,
fortunately, relations between their
wives, never cordial ones, would en-
tirely cease.

"I'm so glad you did well by going
to Bradford, Mat The fact is well,
I must get another hat now."

"Of course! You shall have one Im-

mediately. Go to a good Regent street
shop! Mrs. Smith can't very well copy
what you get there."

"Oh, Matthew, how good of you!
We mustn't let the Needham' Smiths
cut us out. Could you afford to take
me down to Hastings for a
little?"

She looked at him a trifle doubtfully,
but his response was ready and eager.

"We'll go, Mary, In about a week's
time, directly the Needham Smith's get
home. Why, it must be seven or eight
years since we went to Hastings to-

gether!" London Tit Bits.

Football, as Played In This Country,
Claims More Victims Than

the Prlxe-Rlas- j.

Which is the more destructive to lift
and limb football or pugilism? Statis-
tics gathered by the New York World
show 124 deaths irom prize fighting
since Tom Falkner was knocked out
in England in 1758, the list ending with
five in this country during 1903. Dur-
ing 1902 the prize ring had seven vic-

tims; in 1901 the number was eight;
and it was ten in 1900. For some oi
these deaths men have gonS to prison,
but the great majority of the men whe
gave the death blow were not even ar-

rested. The figures show conclusively
that the "sport" of the prize ring is

brutal, and deserves repression. It is
happily, not a popular sport in thil
country, thanks to unfriendly laws, say i
the Baltimore Sun, and does not at-

tract the unfavorable attention that It
given to football. The latter sport
seems, however, even more objection-
able, if account be taken of the num-
ber and character of. the victims. Th
World notes that the football season
is barely six weeks in length, and the
number of players Is fully 20 per cent,
greater than of the pugilists. "These
two facts," the World says, "In con-

sideration of results, indicate that the
percentage is against the football play-
er." He is in more danger than the
pugilist.

Facts collected by Prof. E. E. Dexter,
of the University of Illinois, from 60

American colleges show that in the last
ten years out of 210,334 students 22,766
played football, and of this number 654
were seriously injured and 114 were
killed. In 1902 the seriously injured
numbered 143, and 12 were killed. In
6ome years one player is killed or
maimed for each day of the playing sea-

son. In view of Prof. Dexter's figures,
it is impossible to assert that the game
is maintained in the interest of the ath-
letic development of students, since it
is shown that but 10.8 per cent, of the
students play football. A form of ex-

ercise in which only about one student
out of ten engages cannot conduce
greatly to the physical development of
the student body as a whole. The
tenth student's field practice does not
affect the muscles, heart and lungs ol
the other nine. The football game Is,
in fact, for nine-tent- of the boys only
a spectacle, and for the rest largely
an occasion of idleness, d' :sipation and
demoralization. This is, unfortunately,
too much the character of all college
sports. Athletic eyercise in the gym-

nasium is one thing, games are usually
in character and effect something very
different. They do not always injure
seriously the participants, and this is
the most that cam be saiu for them.

MILLIONAIRE'S SYMPATHY.

!Wus Expressed for an Old Friend In
a Manner Surprising and

Substantial.

"A man whom I knew well, one who
had once been a very prosperous
business man in St. Louis, but who had
met reverses, walked into the office ol
one of our western m...ionaires and
asked for the loan of five dollars," said

Charles F. Joy, of
Missouri, recently, relates the Wash-
ington Post.

"The man seeking the favor had beer
a close friend of the millionaire before
he had become immensely rich. The
unfortunate one went to the other in
fear and trembling, dreading to be
turned down, for he knew that ,the
news of his taking to drink had reached
the ears of his old-tim- e friend.

"He was greeted very cordially, how-eve- r,

and plucked up heart to ask for
the money. Immediately the million-
aire's demeanor changed. 'No,' said he,
'I can't let you have five dollars.'

" 'I hardly expected you would,' re-

plied the supplicant, 'but thought that
maybe for our former friendship you
might do me that little favor. How-
ever, it does not matter. When a mn's
luck deserts him he can get no as-

sistance from any quarter,' and with
an air of absolute dejection he turned
to leave the office.

" 'No, I won't give you what you want-
ed, but wait here a few minutes,' and
the millionaire went into his private
room and held a brief consultation
with one of his employes. In a quar-
ter of an hour the clerk returned
and held out a big, fat envelope to the
miserable being. The latter, hardly
realizing that anyone should send him
a communication, broke the cover, and
inside found five brand-ne- w $100 bills
and a railway ticket to St. Louis, with
berth or parlor car. On seeing these,
and realizing that the man whom he
supposed would not let him have five
dollars had been his benefactor, the
recipient of this unexpected generosity
broke down and cried like, a child.

"There Is not much more to say tc
the story, except that with the money
the man went to his old home and
started up in a small business out of
which he derives a comfortable living.
The moral, if there be one, is that mil-

lionaires are often as sympathetic as
ordinary mortals. This particular one
I know to be the possessor of a big
heart, and yet he has the best reasons
for never talking about his acts o'
charity."

Not Cheap, Anyway.
Hastening to the assistance of the man

who had been run over by the auto, we
find him raised up and staring after the
machine.

"Well," he whispers, hoarsely, sinking
back again, "take me to the hospital. I
am satisfied."

"Would you recognize the villain if you
saw him again?" we asked.

"Who? The man running It? I don't
know; but that is one of the newest mod-
el s, and it didn't cost a cent less than
$5,000. I'd hateto be killed by a cheap
machine." Cincinnati Times-Sta- r.

MUplnecd Confidence.
'(AH I need is a fair chance," said the

genteel beggar. "I've got plenty of con-
fidence in myself if I could only get a
start."

"You've got an unusual amount ol
confluence In yourself if you think you
can persuade me to give you a start,"
said the hard-bead- man. Phlladel-phl-

Press.

Seven Naphtha Lakes.
The island of Sakhalin, near Japan,

has seven underground naphtha lakes;
the area of the largest of them li
75.32P square yards.

'

Drain Undertook to Run a Sawmill,
' Bat the Saw Was Too Mark

for Hies.

"Talking about bear experiences," said
an old trapper the other day to a Ban-
gor Commercial representative. "I had
one many years ago that was a corker,
and it shows that old bruin has quite a
head on him, after all. It was one of the
gory, bear-eat-m- sorl of experiences,
but a story that would make many peo-

ple doubt the truth of it, but I can pro-

duce enough reliable witnesses to sub-

stantiate the tale, so I am not worrying
over that part.

"It happened up in the northern part
of the state, and, at the time, bears were
very thick, too thick for convenience. I
was at the time engaged in lumbering
operations and was in charge of a saw-

mill that my father owned. It was one
of the kind of mills, the
kind that you used to see when knocking
around in the woods. Bears had been
troubling us very much by getting into
the mill and eating up the provisions,
especially the pork. We did not have
any traps at hand, so we could not make
any headway toward exterminating
them.

"The day the adventure tok place that
I am going to tell you about I had been
working all night for the past few days
sawing logs and had gotten my sleep In
by snoozing during the daytime. On this
particular day I was pretty well tired
out and I don't think that anything ex-

cept a cannon shot could have awakened
me, but this bruin that happened along
woke me up all right, and for a time I
was pretty well scared.

"I had lain down for my little snooze
and it was not long before I commenced
to fly around in gold chariots and was
having a pretty rosy time of it in my
dreams, when I felt something sniffing
at my face and proving otherwise ob-

streperous. I managed to bring my eyes
to a focus and was nearly frightened to
death to discover a good-size- d bear en-

gaged in making a very full investiga-
tion of my anatomy. Well, I can tell you
I did some pretty tall thinking and, as
you know, it is said that a bear will not
touch a body that he thinks is dead. I
was engaged for about all of the next
two or there minutes in holding my
breath and doing other things to make
me appear lifeless.

"Pretty soon the bear gave me up as
Immortal and commenced to prowl
around the mill. 'He put in a very crit-

ical examination of everything that he
could possibly reach and he hadn't been
prowling around long before he discov-
ered some deer meat hanging up. Well,
it didn't take him long to pull the car-

cass down and commence to make good
Inroads Into the meat. After he had been
eating some time he discovered the logs
standing on the carriage, and, evidently
thinking that they would make nim a
comfortable seat for the remainder of
his meal, took a good hunk of the meat
and went out and sat down on the logs
with his back to the saw.

"Now was my chance to have a little
fun with the bear, which I was not slow
In grasping. The logs where he was g

were quite a ways from me, so that
I had plenty of chance to get at the
lever that set the machinery in motion
that worked the saw and movable car-

riage. Well, I got to the lever and pulled
It over without the bear discovering my
presence.

"The carriage commenced to move
slowly toward the saw and you ought to
have seen the expression on that bear's
face. It would put the facial expression
of Happy Hooligan out of sight. He be-

came used to the motion of the carriage
In a few seconds and commenced to re-

new his meal.
"The carriage was moving toward the

saw in pretty good shape by this time
and it was but a few minutes before It
got within hearing distance of bruin. He
was unconscious of his approaching
fate, but about the same time that he
commenced to realize that something
out of the ordinary was doing the saw
struck him amidships, and, as it was a
very powerful and large saw, in the
twinkling of an eye that bear was cut up
into some of the finest bear chop thai

vyou ever saw.
"It didn't take me long to realize what

a trick I had done and commenced to
pick up the meat. I put it In cold stor-
age and we had bear meat for the next
two or three weeks. That was the most
exciting bear experience that I ever got
Into and although I didn't get hurt at
all I don't want the feat repeated."

Cheese for Ralibft,
The trouble-makin-g powers of a

Welsh rabbit are not always limited
to the physical being, as one young
man now realizes. This particular
young man, country bred, recently be-

gan his city life as a grocery clerk.
The very first week a woman custom-
er hurriedly demanded: "Some cheese
for a rabbit, please." The young man
did not stop to think whether rabbits
enjoyed cheese the customer's tone
was too imperative for hesitation so

he put up what he supposed her pet
would like. An hour later a crest-
fallen clerk listened to the head gro-

cer's lecture on the foolishness ol
giving a valuable customer a bag full
of cheese rinds and scraps. Now he
knows what sort of cheese the "rab-
bit" takes. N. Y. Post.

Love Powder Still Potent.
One of the Iowa Indians, according,

to an Oklahoma paper, is making 8

good living by selling love
powders. Little, peculiar shells found
in the creeks and the root of a cer
tain kind of morning glories furnish
the sole ingredients of the

powder. The shells and roots
are dried and guond to powder; then
after making a sort of paste of the
mixture the lovesick swain or squaw
smears it over his or her face; then
the love powder painted person goes
close to the one whose affection Is to
be captured. It Is claimed that th(
besmeared person Is always victorious.

Wisdom of Experience.
'"Tommy," said his father, "1 wag

surprised to hear that you had dared
to dispute your mother."

"But she was wrong, father," replied
Tommy.

"That has nothing to do with it, my
son," continued the old man. "I am
considerably older than you, and I'm
right here to tell you that when a wom-

an says a thing's so, it is so, whether
tt la so or not" Cincinnati Enquirer.

White and "tack.
You cannot whitewash yourself by

blackening others. Chicago Journal.

A BALLAD.

The Plaintiff was a homely Maid
Of forty years, or more.

A trolley car, It ran her down,
And she, o( course, was sore.

The lawyer was a cunning chai
Who liked contingent fees.

He naturally advised the Maid
To nurse her injurees.

t

The damages the Plaintiff claimed
Were modest as could be:

She asked for fifty thousand pounds
Because she hoped for three.

The experts were dlslnt'rested,
So six they swore that she

Would die within a month or two,
Six swore the contraree.

The Jurors, honest men and true,
They thought and thought and thought;

And then "For Plaintiff fifty thou-
sand pounds" the verdict brought.

The jurors, tender-hearte- d men,
Before they sought their bed,

Each one, he nobly went and asked
The plaintiff him to wed.

Alas! Alack! Alack-a-da-

'Twas ever thus In life!
They found the Plaintiff Maid no more,

She was the lawyer's wife!
N. Y. Sun.

MRS. PELGROYE'S HAT.
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PELGROVE strolledMATTHEW esplanade at Hastings,
chuckling to himself, from a moral
standpoint he had done a most repre-
hensible thing, but the circumstances
were certainly mitigating. May not
much be forgiven to a man whose wife
has a shrewish tongue, and Ideas of
expenditure that by no means square
with the possibilities of a limited in-

come?
Three days previously, in the pri-

vacy of their home at Hornsey, Mat-

thew had remarked to his wife:
"My dear, I find 1 shall have to go

to Bradford on Friday."
Mrs. Pelgrove lowered the coffee-po- t

and glanced sharply across the table.
"Oh! Rather unexpected, isn't it?

On business?"
"Certainly! Must see some wool

people there before the next London
sales. Most important clients."

"I understand. Shall I come, too?"
Matthew endangered the life of his

cup by bringing it precipitately to the
table.

"Impossible, Mary! Bradford's not
a place for pleasure. Besides, I shall
be fully engaged all the time."

That was what had passed between
them. And this Saturday afternoon,
when his wife believed him to be in the
north transacting business, Pelgrove,
the was bathing in beau-
tiful autumnal sunshine on the Hast-
ings promenade.

He wore a blithe and jaunty air.
How sweet it was to capture, even for
a week-en- d, the lost delights of bach-
elorhood! Did he not bless the comic
paper that had first suggested to him
this brilliant notion of duplicity, and
resolve to subscribe to it for the fu-

ture? The very day was in fitting ac-

cord with his spirit of hilarity.
At home Mrs. Pelgrove insisted on

her husband dressing in harmony with
1 the ideas of their genteel suburb, but

here he had thrown (metaphorically)
conventional attire to the winds in-

deed, it consisted of little but a white
flannel suit, a red and orange boating
blazer, and a sun hat worn at a rakish
tilt. As Matthew stepped along, ob-

serving the varied life of Hastings, he
persuaded himself that he had not a
care in the world. He could even smile
at his wife's desperate ambition to cut
a social figure, and her bitter discon-
tent that he was not making money
fast enough for the full attainment of
her purpose. Money bah! the word
had an ugly sound. Nothing should
be allowed to poison y his draught
of pleasure.

Now, Matthew Pelgrove was not
given to much exercise, and he pres-
ently became aware that, despite the
lightness of his raiment, his lower
limbs were beginning to ache. He
would seek one of those inviting
shelters where, shielded from the sun's

.rays, he might watch the people and
indulge to the full his present sense
of contentment.

Proceeding a little farther he espied
a vacant place. That glass partition,
dividing the seats on either side, would
pleasantly shelter him , from all
draughts, and this corner seat looked
most luxurious. The authorities really
deserved '

But at that moment Matthew got a
terrible shock. Sharply defined against
the glass on the other side of the
shelter was a hat a hat reposing on
a woman's head of golden hair.
Matthew turned and literally ran from
the spot. No one could mistake that
hat It was his wife's; he would pick
it out amongst a thousand others.
How vividly he remembered the sick-

ening feeling with which three weeks
ago he had regarded it, perched for
the first time on her proudly raised
head! Surely nothing so blatant, noth-
ing so vulgar, had ever sprung to ex-

istence before in the millinery world.
Through all the dark ages had femi-

nine taste stooped to such an
ing confection of color? And the price

well, his bank balance suffered from
it yet.

So Mary had discovered his scheme
and followed him to Hastings. But
how in the name of wonder ah, he
had it! lie had stupidly mentioned his
real destination to the manager of his
office. Evidently suspicious of some
thing, his wife had gone there and
secured the information' that had led
her to appear In this quarter.

Out of breath with his unusual ex-

penditure of energy, Pelgrove dropped
his run to a walk and glanced furtively
hack. Thank goodness, that hat with
the flaming, artificial flower-garde- n In

it, visible for fully 100 yards with the
naked eye, was not in sight! Mary
had not seen him, then. He walked
on hurriedly to the small hotel where
he was stopping.

Arrived there, Pelgrove sought the

less sky and everything pointed to a
day of perfect weather. He longed to
venture forth but, no. If he stepped
outside malevolent chance would cer-
tainly send him straight into the arms
of his wife. He could not even sit at
the window and be fanned by the
breeze, lest she should pass below and
catch a glimpse of him. The scene be
tween them must come, but better far
better that it should be reserved for

evening, when their next- -

door neighbors at Hornsey (the es

occupied a resi-
dence) should alone be edified.

Towards nightfall Matthew became
exceedingly restless. As an additional
cause of grievance not a speck of cloud
had showed itself In the sky, and
everybody abroad looked more than
usually happy. Over a whisky and
soda the despairing effort of an ab-
stemious man to revive his spirits
Matthew groaned. His impromptu
holiday was not doing him the least bit
of good. Better bickering at Hornsey
than imprisonment in Hastings, with
that dreadful shadow of the morrow
hanging over his head!

"I don't care; I'm going out," he said
to himself, when the sun had set and
chances of recognition were slighter.

Pulling his hat well over his head
and turning up his coat-colla- r, Matthew
ventured outside. But despite the se-

renity of the night he did not enjoy
the walk. One thought intruded
would he meet his wife? He peered
into the dark corners of shelters be
fore he passed them; a dozen times
in the dim light other women's hats
assumed the appearance of hers.
When people streamed out of church
and the crowd on the esplanade grew
thicker Matthew decided to return to
the hotel. This week-en- d at the sea-

side was an entire fiasco.
As he passed through the hall the

young woman in charge of the office
spoke to him.

"Some people called for you when
you were out, sir."

"Oh!" replied Matthew, with
unconcern. "Who were they?"

"A lady and gentleman. Said they
had seen your name in the visitors'
list. They left no cards."

"Could you er describe them?"
"I only spoke to the lady, sir. The

gentleman kept behind. He looked
rather seedy beside her."

"You can't remember at all how she
was dressed?"

"It was too dark to see much, and
we hadn't lit up. She had on a won-

derful hat, though.". Pelgrove started.
"I couldn't help noticing that; it was
so startling. What my young man
would call a kind of conservatory with
the glass left out. I thought it would
hardly go through the door unless she
stepped back sideways, but some worn'
en know how to carry that style of
thing," and the young lady sniffed by
way of slight contempt, and returned
to her ledger.

Pelgrove had not moved. The blow
had fallen; his wife was hot on the
scent. But who could her companion
be? Seedily dressed, eh? Probably
some private inquiry agent whose serv
ices she had enlisted.

"Did they say er they would re
turn Matthew stammered.

"No, sir. Said nothing about that
Where shall I find you if they do?"

"I'm going to bed. I have er a
bad headache. Have my bill ready
early in the morning, please?"

Twenty minutes later Matthew was
snugly between the sheets. Yet, even
there, was a man safe from his wife?
He listened nervously to every noise
on the stairs, fancying her step in the
tread of every chambermaid, and it
was fully a couple of hours before ho
sank into unconsciousness.

How Matthew Pelgrove transacted
his business next day he does not per-
fectly remember. Even in the days of
his apprenticeship he never glanced so
many times at the clock. Eut with
how different a motive! Then it was
with the longing that some invisible
agency would push on the slowly-movin- g

hands and bring release from the
irksome bondage of the office-stoo- l;

now that time might stand still, and
that dreaded outbreak with his wife
fade into unreality. All his

fled as he thought of the even-
ing hour.

If only he could frame some plausi-
ble excuse for his appearance at
Hastings! Matthew, however, was not
an imaginative man, and, rub his wits
as he might, he could find no reason
calculated to bear the faintest inspec-
tion. It would be too transparently
thin to suggest that another man of the
name of Matthew Pelgrove had been
stopping at that hotel. Hastings was
not a business center, and it was quite
inconceivable that he should have ar-
ranged to meet a client there. No;
the wisest plan seemed to be to brave it
out. He must explain that, feeling a
bit run down, he had changed his mind
and, instead of going to Bradford, had
proceeded to the sea which statement,
of course, had the essence of truth.

A little after the usual time Matthew
left the office for home. More from
force of habit than anything else he
bought an evening paper, but he found
himself unable to make sense of a line
of it. His eyes wandered to his
-travelers in the railway carriage.
Did any of them anticipate .domestic
storms? Had any of them wandered
In similar' fashion from the path , of
rectitude and purchased a few hours
of enjoyment at the price he'was pay-
ing?

The train drew up at Hornsey and
Matthew found himself one of a crowd
filtering out of the station. If only at
that moment he might be lost to sight
for evermore! When a married man
did disappear in that way, was not his
wife usually-th- cause?

He reached his garden-gat- e and
glanced furtively at the house Msry
wns invisible. He screwed up courage
and mounted the steps. The house-
maid opened the door to him.

"Is, your mistress In?"

LAKES OF PURE NAPHTHA.

Boundless Reservoirs of the Mineral
Fuel Exist in the Eastern

Part of Asiu.

The chief source of the world's sup-

ply of naphtha promises to be shifted
to the eastern part of Asia, which has
been found to be one of the richest
mineral fuel regions in the world, ac-

cording to a recent consular report. The
irea of all the paying coal layers in Eu-

rope comprises only 22,760 square
miles, an area equal to that of one of
the Russian provinces the Kazan prov-

ince. The area of coal layers in east-
ern Asia, though not yet estimated, is
considered incalculable.

Besides immense coal beds eastern
Asia possesses wealthy underground
naphtha lakes that will soon be the
foundation of a great industry. Naph-th- e

springs are found everywhere in
China, in Manchuria, in the Usseri dis-

trict in Japan, and on the Sakhalin is-

land. The latter island not only pos-

sesses very rich coal mines, but also
large naphtha lakes.

The chemical engineer, K. S. Platon-of- f,

after having examined the coal
beds and naphtha wells in Texas and
Pennsylvania, made an investigation
of the naphtha springs on Sakhalin is-

land, and on his return to Baku de-

clared that all he had seen in the
United States was nothing in compar-
ison to what he found on Sakhalin.

The naphtha springs near the River
Nootovo, on Sakhalin, excel those of
Baku in every regard. Seven under-
ground naphtha lakes are there, the
aresvof the largest one being 63,000
squaffe meters (75,320 square wards)

Notwithstanding the increased out-
put of the Japanese naphtha industry,
Japan must still import foreign naph-
tha. In 1900 she imported more than
60,000,000 gallons, and in 1901 more
than 61,000,000 gallons. The export
from Japan is inconsiderable, so that
the Japanese naphtha does not threaten
to become a rival to Sakhalin naphtha.
On the contrary, Japan promises to
become a good market for the Sakhalin
naphtha.

The development of the oil industry
on Sakhalin island will help the river
navigation on the Amur and in the far
east generally.

The ministry of agriculture and im-
perial properties has ordered that the

line along the southeastern
coast of Lake Baikal be acknowledged
as actual naphtha-producin- g land. It
extends from Kultchuoy to the mouth
of River Chermushan (54 degrees north
latitude), to the north from Svyatoy
Noss.

A party of five Englishmen arrived
recently on Sakhalin to examine the
coal oil regions lately discovered on
the eastern coast of the island. Among
the party there is one geologist and one
engineer.

Description of Irkutsk.
Harry de Windt, the explorer, writes

thus of Irkutsk, which is called the
Paris of Siberia: "It is an unfinished
slipshod city, a strange mixture of
squalor and grandeur, with tortuous,

streets, where the wayfarer
looks instinctively for the 'no-th-

oughfare' board. There is one long
struggling main street, with fairly
good shops and buildings, but beyond
this Irkutsk remains much the same
dull, dreary-lookin- g place that I re-

member in the early '90s, before the
railway had aroused the town from
its slumber of centuries. Even now
the place is absolutely primitive and
uncivilized, from a European point of
view, and the yellow Chinese and
beady-eye- d Tartars who throng the
business quarters are quite in keeping
wiiu he oriental filth around, un
redeemed by the usual eastern color
and romance. On fine mornings the
market place presents a curious and
Interesting appearance, for here you
may see the celestial In flowery silk
elbowing the fur-cla- d Yakute and
Bokhara shaking hands with Japan."

Tobacco in Japan,
Tobacco is both cultivated and con-

sumed on a large scale in Japan. The
plant was introduced by the Portuguese
in the seventeenth century, and the
trade In it is a government monopoly.
Tobacco is almost universally used In a
small pipe. While cigarettes are manu-
factured in large quantities, they are
nearly all sent out of the country.

Cemetery Employes.
The employes of the Leipzig ceme-

tery object to being called "grave-diggers- ,"

and have abandoned the lugu-
brious name.

Father Gives His Son Some Pointers,
But Finds the Boy Is ot So

Very Green.

"So you've had a fight, have you?"
said his father.

The boy was so badly out of breath
that it was a minute or two before he
could get wind enough to say: "Yep,"
and somehow the old man didn't seem
to regard the breathlessness as a partic-
ularly auspicious omen, relates the New
York Tribune.

"Didn't you lick him?" he asked.
"Nope," replied the boy.
"I guess you didn't follow your poow

old father's advice," said the old man.
"I suppose you thought you knew more
about it than he ever had a chance to
learn, and went at the other fellow with
some uppercuts or swings
or something of that sort and let him
get in under your guard while you were
figuring out the scientific points of some
new blow. Science is all right, I sup-
pose, in a fight by rounds, where there
have been all the usual preliminaries,
but I've seen the time when a scientific
fighter would get the tar licked out oi
him while he was getting his science
ready for use. Now, when I was a boy
and saw there was a fight coming on I

aimed to get in the first blow."
"That's my way," said the boy.
"It is, eh?" returned the old man."

"Well, I don't see Eow a boy can gei
licked if he goes In on that system, un-
less he's too easy with the first blow.
I tell you, when I was a boy," and the
old man began to get excited, "my aim
was to swipe him first and swipe him
hard. I'd just land him one over the
eye or under the chin and it would be
all over. You see, when you paste a
fellow in the ear you want to paste him
a hot one, and then"

"And then suppose he lands on a

brick pile," interrupted the boy.
asked the old man, rath-

er startled.
"Suppose he lands on a brick pile

when you hit him and gets up with a hall
a brick In each hand, what's the next
move In the system that never failed
when you were a boy?"

"My boy," said the old man, severely,
after a minute of thoughtful considera-
tion of the subject, "fighting is a bad
business at best, and I am surprised that
you should expect your father to give
you advice that would be sure to lead
you into trouble, and very likely would
tend toward the cultivation of a bois-
terous, quarrelsome disposition. Now
run out and play, and don't bother mi
any more."

Carrying: Water in SieTe.
John Diedrich Spreckels, the sdn of

Claus Spreckels, is the proprietor of a
San Francisco newspaper. To an edi-
tor one day Mr. Spreckels was talking
about peristence and in the course of
his remarks he said: "My father is a
great believer in persistence In pa-

tience. Once when I was a boy I aban-
doned In despair some childish task
that I had undertaken and my father
reproved me for it. 'Persistence will
do anything,' he said. 'There's nothing
you can't accomplish with patience.'
And then he smiled slightly and
added: 'You could even carry water
in a sieve if you would have the pa-

tience to wait long enough.' How
long would I have to wait? I said.
'Till it froze,' my father answered."

Sand Hills In Formation.
In India the town of Karachi and its

suburb of Clifton, two or three miles
distant, are curiously threatened with
separation by the growth of sand hills.
Mr. R. D. Oldham traces the growth of
these dunes from small oval patches of
sand on thestony surface, and shows that
even a slight deposit may gradually de-

flect the air currents and produce a
calm space and an eddy of slowly in-

creasing size, with steady enlargement
of the sand accumulation. Planting na-

tive grasses is among the remedies to be
tried.

Why Didn't He. '

"Are your shoes sure enough too tight
lor you, Mr. Closeflst?" .

"Indeed they are Johnny, I must get
me a larger pair."

"But why don't you just make y oursell
fit 'em?"

"Why, what an idea! How could I do
that?"

"I don't know, but sister says you can
be mighty small when you feel like it."
Houston Post.

Ancient Holly.
There is a holly tree 600 years ol4

near Pisa. In Italy.

ROMANCE IN SMYRNA.

Beautiful Young; Woman Slyly Traps
a Wealthy Suitor in a Scheme

for Gnln.

Recently an elderly oil merchant,
who has for many years lived in
Smyrna, fell in love with a beautiful
young girl of the same city and asked
her to marry him. She refused at first,
but finally said that she would become
his wife if before the ceremony was
performed he would present her with
the handsome house which he owned
in the center of the city. He promised
to do so, and straightway the necessary
deed was drawn up, signed and handed
to the covetous damsel, the understand-
ing being that the marriage was to
take place on the following morning,
relates the New York Herald.

That night the young lady slept in
the newly-acquir- house, and at the
hour appointed for the ceremony the
elderly suitor presented himself at the
door in his new wedding garments.
Instead, however, of receiving him as a
sweetheart should, the young lady no
sooner set eyes on-hi- than she rushed
to the door and gave him, with the aid
of a stalwart youth, with whom she
appeared to be on very friendly terms,
a drubbing, which was so severe that
he was hardly able to crawl away from
the spot.

After he had disappeared the faith-
less sweetheart and her companion
barricaded themselves in the house
and, though the disappointed oil mer-
chant formally demanded that his
property be returned to him. no attenr
tion was paid to him.


